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INT. THE CRAMPED OFFICE OF A SPACESHIP 


A dimly lit office room aboard the 45th Parallel is cluttered 
with Earthly junk that shouldn't be aboard a spaceship; 
yellowing papers, tchotchkes, various costumes. At one end of 
a table is SYLVESTER, a half-alien (mid 30's) who looks 
mostly like a man, save for a skin pattern that looks like 
white tiger stripes running up to his neck. 

On the other end of the table sits CLAIRE (20s), a woman 
fresh from college who is still in her spacesuit from 
onboarding. 


SYLVESTER 

Okay, Claire. I've read your 
resume. I like you already and I 
think you'll be a great fit. 

CLAIRE 

Oh, thank you. 

SYLVESTER 

But I don't want to talk about 
anything on the resume. 

(beat) 

I'm offering you a job. I decided 
that like, 10 minutes ago on the 
flight here. What I want is for you 
to ask me questions. About 
anything. It'll be like a reverse 
interview! 

CLAIRE 

I'm... sorry? 

SYLVESTER 

Look, I've done like, a million of 
these things in the past year. I 
have to shake it up somehow. Just 
ask me questions, and I'll answer 
the best I can. 

CLAIRE 

That's really open. Okay. 

Questions, questions... 

Claire looks around the room, eyeing the tchotchkes, but 
ultimately making no comment. Her gaze drifts upwards, where 
one of the fluorescent lights isn't working. 

CLAIRE (CONT'D) 

Why is that light out? 
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SYLVESTER 

That's the question you're asking? 

CLAIRE 

You said anything. Why is it out? 

SYLVESTER 

(pausing) 

Well, it's out because something 
about it is non-functional. 

Claire pushes out her chair, and then steps up on her chair, 
and then Sylvester's cluttered table. She reaches upwards, 
fingertips scraping the plastic enclosure of a neon light. 
She begins tugging at the edges. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

What are you DOING? 

CLAIRE 

(knocking over a knick- 
knack with her foot) 

Fixing the light. You said I was 
hired 10 minutes ago, right? 

SYLVESTER 
Right, but- 

CLAIRE 

Why haven't the "millions" of other 
people you've hired done it? 

SYLVESTER 

Well, one, it was more like, 20 
people. 24. I think. And two— 

Claire unhinges the plastic panel, finding a burnt-out bulb. 
She begins to unscrew it, but wobbles on the desk. In a 
panic, Sylvester stands, attempting to brace for a fall. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

I really need you to be careful! 

CLAIRE 

Do you have any new light bulbs? 

SYLVESTER 

Yeah, they're in the supply closet. 

Could you, uh, get off the table 
while I grab them and a ladder? 

(distressed) 

Please? 



CLAIRE 

Sure thing, Captain. 

Claire removes herself from her new Boss's desk, and after 
some deep breathing, Sylvester leaves to an unknown location. 
It gives the young woman a chance to look deeper at all the 
stuff accrued. There's some alien goodies here and there, but 
it's mostly human. On the wall, there's a MAP of the insides 
of the ship. 

SYLVESTER 

(walking back into the 
office with a stepladder 
and lights) 

It's Commodore Sylvester, actually. 

The title. I figured, the ship is 
outdated, so why not the title as 
well? 

CLAIRE 

So this is a ship? The job 
description said station. I thought 
we were going to be stationary 
halfway between Earth and the Ninda 
wormhole? 

This time, after setting up the ladder, Claire climbs up 
properly, allowing Sylvester to brace the feet. She's handed 
a light bulb, and sets to work. 

SYLVESTER 

The 45th Parallel is... special. 

It's technically a spaceship, but I 
made a bunch of modifications. 

All the additions made it too heavy 
to fly and now we don't pull enough 
thrust to leave orbit. 

CLAIRE 

So what, you and the other 24 are 
stuck here until the shuttles come 
through? 


SYLVESTER 

Uh. I interviewed 24 this year. 
CLAIRE 

How many, aside from you, are 
onboard, working right now? 


. ..Four. 


SYLVESTER 
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Claire's hands fumble, and she drops a brand new light bulb 
on the desk, shattering it. 

CLAIRE 

Seriously? 

SYLVESTER 

(handing her another 
lightbulb) 

Okay, look. It sounds bad. And it 
is! I've never worked with a crew 
this tight before. I hired all of 
those people, but after a few weeks 
most of them left. They think it's 
going to be so easy— "it's just 
watching pop culture, right?" and 
it's way more than that. 

Claire finishes screwing in the light bulb. It flickers to a 
full brightness, lighting up the room. She sits at the top of 
the ladder, admiring her work while the Commodore rambles on. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

There’s so much work involved with 
repackaging mass media for my kind. 

Brand new posters and trailers have 
to be made. We have to edit 
absolutely everything. You know how 
everyone on Earth censors female 
nipples? On my home planet it's the 
reverse and all of the male nipples 
have to be covered up. It's 
maddening. 

Claire descends the ladder. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

Did I just turn you off of the job? 

Please tell me you're staying. I'm 
not desperate, per se, I'm just. 

Help. 

Claire takes a long, hard look at the Commodore. The striped 
pattern on his skin, once white, now flourished with bright 
colors. 


CLAIRE 

Do you have any more light bulbs to 
change? 



INT. 45TH PARALLEL HALLWAYS 


The hallways of the 45th Parallel are equally as cluttered, 
but at least it's beginning to look like a spaceship. When 
the windows aren't plastered over with yellowing movie 
posters, they actually hold a nice view of space outside. 

Claire is following Commodore Sylvester down one of these 
lived-in hallways, trying to soak in as much information as 
possible. 

SYLVESTER 

So, your room is down the East 
wing, but I'd like you to meet the 
others before anything else. 

There's not much overlap between 
all of your work, but you do share 
a space together. 

Without any warning, Sylvester stops in his tracks near some 
sort of INTERCOM system installed on the wall, giving Claire 
little time to stop herself from bumping into the man. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

Have I shown you the dining hall 
yet? 

Pressing a button on the system, Commodore Sylvester begins 
speaking into a microphone. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

(voice booming through 
ship) 

Hey, everyone, we're having a 
meeting in the dining hall in about 
10 minutes. Save your work and meet 
up. 

For a moment or two, save for the hum of the ship, utter 
silence. And then, a woman's voice echoes throughout the 
ship. 

UNKNOWN WOMAN 

Yo, Optical Dog. Our break started 
10 minutes ago. You're the late 
one. 


CLAIRE 

Optical Dog? 

UNKNOWN WOMAN 

OOOH. We have a new person! Hello, 
new person. 



SYLVESTER 

Okay, Kai. Unless you have an 
important announcement, get off of 
the intercom. 

KAI 

I do, actually. Brian is about to 
buy 250 dollars worth of mac and 
cheese on Nindanet and none of us 
can talk him out of it. He's 
putting in the shipping address as 
we speak. 


SYLVESTER 

That's not... Stop him. I'll be 
right there. 

Commodore Sylvester breaks into a light jog down the hallway- 
- which is slightly impressive, given the fact that Claire is 
almost tripping over cords and her own two feet to keep up 
with him. He swings a quick left, and a sliding door reacts 
with a whoosh, opening up to... 


INT. 45TH PARALLEL DINING HALL 

The dining hall is perhaps the most science-fictiony room 
we've seen so far, if only by a slim margin. It's lit more 
coldly here, and there's actual futuristic tech, like a 
fabrication unit. 

In the corner of the room is a retro-futuristic table set up, 
where an UNKNOWN MAN (mid-20s) is playing a handheld video 
game. 

The only woman in the room (who must be Kai, early-20's) is 
holding a phone up and away from the only other man in the 
room. This man, BRIAN (Early 20s), looks more like a 
teenager. He screams like one, too. 

BRIAN 

Give me my phone back! 

Kai reacts to the door sound by turning her head, 
accidentally softening her grip. Brian seizes the 
opportunity-- and the phone. 

KAI 

I tried holding him off as long as 
I could. 
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SYLVESTER 

(pointing a finger at 
Brian.) 

You! We do not need 250 dollars 
worth of mac and cheese. 

BRIAN 

I have a hankerin' for mac, okay?! 

SYLVESTER 

Remember the last time you had "a 
hankerin'"? 

Commodore Sylvester strides over to one of the KITCHEN 
CABINETS, and yanks it open by the handle. He dumps the 
contents-- several bags of MARSHMALLOWS and about 20 or so 
CHOCOLATE BARS, on the kitchen countertop, some of it 
spilling to the floor. 

BRIAN 

It was going to be a big s'more 
thing! I didn't know that Cedar was 
allergic to chocolate. 

The unknown man looks up from his video game, rolling his 
eyes. 


CEDAR 

Was? I'm pretty sure I still am. 

(looks at Claire) 

Oh, we have a new recruit. Hello. 

SYLVESTER 

(motioning to Claire) 

Cedar, everyone; This is Claire. 

She's going to be start work aboard 
45, cataloguing and distributing 
incoming newspapers and articles! 

Kai poorly attempts to stifle a laugh. The Commodore's 
announcement and Kai's poor attempt to contain herself leave 
Claire a little confused. She spins on her heels to meet the 
Commodore face to face. 

CLAIRE 

I thought I got to edit whatever? I 
want to edit movies and television. 

This time, there isn't even an attempt- Kai breaks out into 
giggles. 

SYLVESTER 

We all specialize in one form of 
media on the 45th. 

(MORE) 
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SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

Cedar works on publishing video 
games, Kai distributes books, Bryan 
does... Earth... memes, and I work 
on film alone. That's how it's 
always been. 

CLAIRE 

Well, maybe things can be 
different. Why can't I work on film 
with you? I mean, there's so much— 

SYLVESTER 
Not going to happen. 

CLAIRE 

Why not? 

CEDAR 

Tell her about the super secret 
room. 


CLAIRE 

Ooh, secrets. 

Sylvester almost sighs, but keeps his composure. His posture 
improves some, and you can see the colors bleeding back into 
his tiger stripes. This wasn't something he expected to face 
today. 

SYLVESTER 

I don't like others up in my work. 

I have a room, hidden on the ship, 
where I sort through and clean up 
movies and TV. The work I do is... 
quality. I can't have someone else 
mucking up the process. 

CLAIRE 

And I'm not quality? I thought you 
said you liked my resume. 

SYLVESTER 

I do! I really do. But I want you 
to work on the small things first. 

Like newspapers! Newspapers are 
easy. Everyone else started with 
newspapers, right, guys? 

The other three are silent, pretending to mind their own 
business. 


CLAIRE 

I'm not really a fan of easy. 



SYLVESTER 

Okay. Fine. I'll give you a 
challenge, then. If you can find my 
editing room, AND somehow make your 
way in within the next week, you 
can also work on exporting movies 
and television with me. You can 
become, what Kai calls-- 

KAI 

An Optical Dog. 

SYLVESTER 

Which, I'm not in the slightest- 
KAI 

You edit things. You're overworked. 
You're an optical dog. 

SYLVESTER 
I'm ignoring that. 

(beat) 

One week to find my editing room. 

If you don't... hey, newspapers are 
fun too! 

From the corner. Cedar clears his throat. 

CEDAR 

I'd hate to bring this up on 
break... but you said you were 
going to review the changes made to 
Cabal before it gets shipped next 
week? 


SYLVESTER 

Ah, yes. I have time for that right 
now, actually. Could you three make 
Claire at home? Show her around. 

It'll be a nice break from the 
screens. 

The three old crew members reply in perfect sync with one 
another. 

CEDAR/KAI/BRIAN 
Yes, Commodore. 

Commodore Sylvester leaves, futuristic door closing behind 
him. The others visibly relax, returning to their crimes. 
Brian pulls out his phone and begins typing. 
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KAI (CONT'D) 

I hate how good we've gotten at 
that. 

CLAIRE 

I need to find that editing room. 

KAI 

It's fine, new girl. After a couple 
of weeks Sylvie lets us choose what 
we want to work on. 

CLAIRE 

But not film? Or television? He 
does that all by himself? 

KAI 

In addition to making sure our work 
is also good. And keeping us alive. 

He gets a little stressed out 
sometimes. You can see it in the 
stripes. 

BRIAN 

He's like a half human mood ring! 

Nothing a little mac and cheese 
can't fix. 

Without hesitation, Kai yanks Brian's phone away from him. At 
this point, he doesn't even fight it. Instead, when Kai's not 
looking, Brian rolls up his sleeve to reveal a watch that he 
begins to fiddle with. 

KAI 

NO. 

CLAIRE 

It's not about the newspapers, 
guys. He needs help. He said it 
himself during our interview. 

Cedar pauses his game, tucking the device under his arm. He 
stands to leave, passing by the other three. 

CEDAR 

Claire, the Commodore offered us 
all the same opportunity to figure 
out where he hides for half of the 
day. None of us have been able to 
find it. At this point, if he 
wanted our assistance, he would 
have made it a little easier to 
find? 
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Cedar departs, leaving Claire and the others with their 
thoughts. Still in Kai's hand, Brian's phone vibrates and 
lights up, causing her to look at the screen. 

KAI 

...You ordered the mac and cheese. 

Brian holds up his wrist with the smartwatch— which is 
showing a notification for a shipped package. 

BRIAN 

(beaming) 

On my watch! 


INT. 45TH WORKROOM- THREE DAYS LATER 

Apparently, nobody believes in the concept of fire codes in 
the main workroom of the 45th Parallel. On one wall is a line 
of high-end computers, their wires crossing every which way 
along the carpet. Each computer belongs to a different member 
of the crew, and each one is set up with different 
assortments of desk toys and posters. Kai, Brian, and Cedar 
are set up at their respective workstations, snack wrappers 
starting to replace some of their desk space. From one of the 
computers, there's K-pop playing. Brian has a pair of 
headphones in. 

Nearby is a board room table filled with various papers and 
ephemera. Most of these are last week's newspapers. There's 
also a scanner/fax machine, several holoscreens, and a large 
console in the center nestled up against a window. 

CLAIRE 

I. HATE. Newspapers. 

Cedar doesn't even look away from her screen. His computer 
has some sort of game up. 

CEDAR 

Took you long enough. 

CLAIRE 

(holding up inky hands) 

Look at this. I can't work like 
this! What futuristic spaceship 
scans in old newspapers? 

CEDAR 

This one. Have you tried a pair of 
gloves? 


GUH. 


CLAIRE 
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CEDAR 

Hey, I get why the Commodore likes 
them. Nindans pay 40 bucks a page 
to have Earth newspapers digitized. 

It's really easy money. 

Claire rummages through papers, eventually holding up a 
notebook paper with a list of words scribbled down the lines. 

CLAIRE 

Have you seen the words I have to 
censor? I have to edit out the word 
"mint"! 


KAI 

Not only have we all seen the list, 
we've all lived the list. Look 
deeply at that list, Claire. Smell 
it. I'd say it smells like mint, 
but aliens don't like that word. 

The background song fades out, and gets jarringly replaced by 
a different genre entirely. Whatever song it is, it's awful. 

KAI (CONT'D) 

Yo, it's K-pop Fridays. 

Cedar brings up a new tab on his computer, clicking some 
buttons. A moment later, he's less than enthused. 

CEDAR 

We're out of skips. 

Groaning, Kai stretches her limbs. She stands, and strides 
over to the large window to look out into space. 

The door to the workroom suddenly opens, and Commodore 
Sylvester appears with a tablet in hand. He's noticeably 
frenzied, but at least his stripes aren't lighting up. It's a 
controlled panic— one that comes from years of practice. 

KAI 

New girl. You and me. Let's go 
throw ourselves out the trash 
shoot. 


SYLVESTER 

No joking about throwing yourselves 
out the trash shoot. Kai, you mixed 
up your lefts and rights on the 
outlines. 


Again? 


KAI 



SYLVESTER 

Yeah, again. Cedar? We may need to 
postpone work on that huge JRPG and 
work on some smaller games. It's 
been a while since we've exported 
anything. 


CEDAR 

Got it. Commodore. 

SYLVESTER 

Brian? Cedar, could you... 

Cedar taps on Brian's shoulder to get his attention. 

There's no creator credits on that 
vid compilation you're throwing 
together. 


BRIAN 

But I can't find- 

SYLVESTER 

Find them. 

(turning to Claire) 

How's it going in newspaper land? 

CLAIRE 

I — 

Claire hesitates long enough that Kai interrupts her. 

KAI 

She hates newspapers. She can't 
work like this, and her hands are 
changing color faster than yours 
do. 


SYLVESTER 

Has she tried gloves? 

CEDAR 

That's what I said— 

CLAIRE 

I don't hate them. I wrote for 
newspapers back on Earth. Isn't it 
a little understandable that I'd 
want to do something new? 

SYLVESTER 

Well, what do you want to do? You 
can do anything at all. As long as 
it's not film. 



14 . 


Claire looks around the room, her new friends staring back at 
her. There is a right answer hidden away here, and then 
there's an agreeable answer. Claire isn't sure which one to 
pick. Quickly, panic begins to set in. She hopes it doesn't 
show too much. 


CLAIRE 

I'm want to find that editing room. 

SYLVESTER 

I mean, I have faith that you can— 

KAI 

Puh-lease. You didn't have faith in 
me. 

CEDAR 

Hold up your right hand. 

Kai quickly puts up her left hand. She thinks for a moment, 
and then puts up the correct one. 

KAI 

Figuring out left and right 
wouldn't be this hard in the first 
place if the ship's map wasn't 
entirely wrong. 

There's something about this that rubs Claire the wrong way. 
Now that she thinks about it, the map shown in Commodore 
Sylvester's office hasn't been matching up with how she's 
been navigating the ship. Something's off. 

CLAIRE 
The map is wrong? 


INT. 45TH PARALLEL DINING HALL 

KAI 

(muffled) 

DHE MAB IS WRON. 

While stirring around some food in a tupperware, Kai uses her 
free hand to slam down a paper map identical to the one found 
in the Commodore's office. It's sitting right next to a 
holographic map- one put together by the other crew members. 
True to her word, the map is inaccurate. It's just her and 
Claire here; the rest of the crew have scattered about the 
ship. 
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KAI (CONT'D) 

(swallowing food) 

...Sorry. When Sylvie renovated the 
ship, he never updated it. The 
rooms are the same exact size, but 
in a different layout? Like, 

(points with fork) 
this room is all the way over here. 

Makes no sense. 

CLAIRE 

That's weird. I almost feel like 
I've seen this before, too. 

Claire wanders over to fabrication unit. It's a fairly simple 
device: there's a HAND SCANNER to identify the user, and a 
small microwave-like unit attached to create a list of meals 
from the individual's list of pre-programed meals. 

She waves her hand under the scanner. The fabrication unit 
spits out a meal she doesn't recognize. 

CLAIRE (CONT'D) 

Uh. This wasn't what I asked for... 

Kai strides over from the maps to inspect, poking at the 
various buttons. 


KAI 

Sylvie always forgets to reprogram 
the thing 

Groaning, Claire finds herself in front of the kitchen 
cabinets. She opens up the cabinets, and bags of marshmallows 
and loads of chocolate bars fall out, forcing her to pick 
them all up. 

She takes her time to open up and look at one of the 
CHOCOLATE BARS- while the label is of an alien language she 
can't read, the chocolate inside is shaped into its uniform, 
breakable squares. 

Something clicks within Claire's head. 

CLAIRE 

Wait a minute. I have seen this 
before. 

Claire finds herself back at the table, staring at the two 
maps and her chocolate bar. The rooms look modular, almost 
like you could break them apart and rearrange them. 
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CLAIRE (CONT'D) 

You remember that Earth internet 
meme about the infinite chocolate 
bar? 

KAI 

I don't do memes. That's a 'Brian 
question'. 

CLAIRE 

The one about how, if you broke 
apart and rearranged a chocolate 
bar in the right way, you'd get 
another square. Everyone thought 
you could do it forever, but it was 
actually just an illusion— there 
was just some extra space in 
between the broken pieces that 
wasn't accounted for. 

KAI 

But there's no extra spaces on this 
new map that we made. 

CLAIRE 

That's what I'm saying. What if the 
ship's layout is like the chocolate 
bar? There's an extra space hidden 
somewhere that we don't know about. 

KAI 

And that's where the secret room 
would be. New girl, I like you. 

Suddenly, Kai reaches for the INTERCOM button on the wall. 

KAI (CONT'D) 

Hey everyone, Claire figured out 
the Commodore's dumb puzzle! 

CLAIRE 

I still don't know where it's-- 
KAI 

Oh and also she broke the 
Fabricator soooooo— 

She draws out her 0's until another voice over the intercom 
system cuts her off. 


SYLVESTER (O.S.) 

Thank you, Kai. Get OFF of the com 
now. 



INT. 45TH PARALLEL HALLWAYS- NIGHTTIME 
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Without being stationed at a specific planet, the passing of 
time aboard the 45th is measured by the brightness of the 
lights. It's presumably "night" now. Claire's in the East 
wing, she knows; her crewmate's quarters are this way. Most 
of them are asleep by now. 

Cedar's door, however, is wide open. He's working into the 
night. She tries to sneak past the door, but... 

CEDAR 

Looking for the hidden room? 


INT. CEDAR'S ROOM 

Cedar's room is set up a lot like his workstation: various 
video game posters and memorabilia line the shelves. His 
personal computer has his work from earlier today pulled up. 

CLAIRE 

Yeah. Why are you still up? Work 
ended hours ago. 

CEDAR 

Tomorrow is Shipsday. 

CLAIRE 

Ships... day? That's a made up 
word. 


CEDAR 

Aren't all words made up words? 

(beat) 

Tomorrow, the Human ship shows up 
to give us more media to work on, 
and the Nindan ship arrives to take 
our finished work through the 
wormhole. And this? 

Cedar points to his screen. 

CEDAR (CONT'D) 

This isn't finished yet. So I'm 
working until it is. 

Claire puts away her digital map to take a further look at 
Cedar's screen and his surroundings. It doesn't take a set of 
color-changing stripes to see that he's drop dead tired. 

CLAIRE 

What can I help with? 



It takes Cedar a few seconds to register what Claire is 
saying to him. 
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CEDAR 

Normally people don't offer. 

They're all too busy with their own 
things. 


CLAIRE 

Yeah, but I'm here, and I'm awake. 

So what can I do? 

Cedar is hesitant, but gives in. 

CEDAR 

I've almost wrapped up the physical 
game portion. It's just looking 
through all the other stuff-- the 
instruction book, the posters, the 
advertising... 

CLAIRE 

I'll make a pot of coffee. 

The two work throughout the next several hours, cross 
checking one another's work. Cedar doesn't talk much, and the 
two fall into a quiet, predictable pattern. 

They finish their work just as the lights overhead begin to 
brighten. 


CEDAR 
We ... finished? 

CLAIRE 

Yeah! 

CEDAR 

I didn't think we'd make it. Thank 
you. 

CLAIRE 

No prob. 

(stretching) 

Although I could really use some 
shuteye. You think the Commodore 
would be mad if I slept this 
morning? 

Cedar chuckles to himself. 

CLAIRE (CONT'D) 

Is that a yes? 
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CEDAR 

He'11 probably want you awake for 
shipments in a few hours. He's just 
happy you're acclimating so 
quickly. 


CLAIRE 

Acclimating? 

CEDAR 

There's really no "morning" or 
"evening" on the 45th. I mean, 
sure, the lights brighten and dim 
on a rotation, but once you leave 
Earth you end up a little detached 
from time. 


CLAIRE 

And I'm getting used to that? 

CEDAR 

Quicker than the rest of us did, 
yeah. Don't worry about it. Have a 
good night, Claire. 

CLAIRE 

Night, Cedar. 


INT. 45TH PARALLEL WORKROOM 
Today is Shipsday. 

The crew is sitting in their computer chairs, waiting for 
instruction from their boss. Commodore Sylvester is floating 
from computer to computer, doing one final check through to 
make sure that everything on this week's work is squared 
away. 


SYLVESTER 

I think everything's in order. 

Claire, are you ready for your 
first Shipsday? 

CLAIRE 

I guess, yeah. 

SYLVESTER 

Good! I heard Cedar gave you the 
rundown last night? 

Claire turns to Cedar, playing a different video game in his 
chair. He looks up and shrugs. 
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CLAIRE 

I still have questions. 

(holding up a USB stick) 

Why do we give the aliens flash 
drives? Why don't we just upload 
what we have to Nindanet and call 
it a day? 


SYLVESTER 

We get both internet and Nindanet 
out here but... it's not good. 

KAI 

It's crap, actually. Craptually. 

SYLVESTER 

Both of them only update when 
another ship flies near the 45th. 

It happens every couple of hours or 
so, but it's not enough to 
distribute anything big. So we get 
physical media from Earth, and then 
we give both Humans and Nindans 
their own specialized flash drive 
of our work. 

CLAIRE 

Makes sense. There's no wifi in 
space. 

SYLVESTER 

Me, Kai, and Cedar are going to be 
in charge of pickup today. Brian, 
you're good with showing Claire the 
drop off today? 

CEDAR 

Wait... you're teaming up the new 
person with BRIAN? 

Up until this point, Brian had been playing on his phone. His 
name pulls him out of his screen, and he looks as bewildered 
as everyone else does. 

BRIAN 

Are you sure? I mean, I don't 
think— 


SYLVESTER 

You DO think. Pretty well, 
actually. When you're not making 
impulse purchases, that is. 


Brian seems a bit shaken up by this. 
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BRIAN 

(quietly) 

I, uh, thank you. 

SYLVESTER 

Now, Shipsday happens in 20 Earth 
minutes. Let's BREAK. 


INT. 45TH SOUTH DOCK 

The 45th Parallel has two ports: one at the south end of the 
shipstation, and another one at the north end. It's a steel 
interior that's as cold as it looks. Both Claire and Brian 
are shivering, waiting for the Nindan ship to arrive. 

CLAIRE 

Let me get this straight: You edit 
and distribute internet memes? 

BRIAN 

YEAH! I take hundreds of memes that 
trended that week, edit them down, 
and post them to my accounts on 
Nindanet. 


CLAIRE 

And that's... profitable? 

BRIAN 

I'm still here, aren't I? Sylvie's 
going to dump me into an escape pod 
the second I stop bringing in 
money. 

CLAIRE 

I don't believe that. 

BRIAN 

Are you sure about that? The mac 
and cheese arrives today. It's 
about 200 boxes. 

CLAIRE 

Oh my God. How are we going to— 
Okay. No. The Commodore clearly 
sees something in you. 

BRIAN 

No he doesn't. Claire, on my first 
week, I found the secret editing 
room. 


(beat) 
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CLAIRE 

Wait, what? And you're not working 
on film? 


INT. 45TH VENTS- FLASHBACK 

A previous version of Brian is crawling through some vents. 

BRIAN (V.O.) 

I was making a blanket fort in one 
of the hallways, and then I saw one 
of the ceiling vents. And I 
thought, "hey, wouldn't it be cool 
to make a blanket fort in the 
vents?" So I opened it up, and I 
began crawling. 

CLAIRE (V.O.) 

Brian, vents can't hold up the 
weight of people. 

BRIAN (V.O.) 

Well, I know that NOW. 

The vents begin to buckle, and Brian falls into darkness. 


INT. 45TH SOUTH DOCK 

BRIAN 

I fell straight into his editing 
hole. He seemed upset at first, but 
then we got to talking. He's not 
looking for someone to edit film 
and TV. Well, I mean, he is, but— 

CLAIRE 

What's he looking for, then? 

Claire can't help but interrupt. There's no possible way that 
everything she's been working towards has been a lie. 

BRIAN 

He's looking for a leader. Someone 
willing to stay forever and ever to 
run the ship and a crew and the 
distribution. The film editing is a 
bonus. 

(looks to the ground) 

Thinking about being here 
forever... scared me. So I said no. 

And now I buy mac and cheese and 
export memes. 



Claire has no idea what to do with this information. 

BRIAN (CONT'D) 

And, speaking of exporting... 

The loudness of a spacecraft's engines permeates throughout 
the southern dock. The Nindan ship has arrived. It's a small 
craft, and its pilot enclosed inside. 

Brian presses a button to close the outside dock door and 
opens up the inside one. It sends it a blast of cold air. 

BRIAN (CONT'D) 

All we do is greet whoevers inside, 
take our mail and packages, and 
pass off the flash drive. You 
ready? 


CLAIRE 

Yeah! I got the drive right here... 

Fumbling through her pockets, Claire finds the flash drive, 
holding it up to the lights. But something's off. The drive 
that Commodore Sylvester gave her to send through the 
wormhole has been labeled with a bit of tape and permanent 
marker, in his half-alien scrawl. 

It's labeled "Earth". 


CLAIRE (CONT'D) 

This is the wrong flash drive. 

BRIAN 

What. 

CLAIRE 

The Commodore, he has the one meant 
for the Nindans. Brian, where's the 
other ship at? 

BRIAN 

Like, the other side of the 45th? 

We could swap but it's set to leave 
any minute now- 

CLAIRE 

Get on the intercom and tell Sylvie 
to stop the ship. We have to— I 
have to — 

Claire breaks into a full run, clutching the small USB. 
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INT. 45TH PARALLEL HALLWAYS 

Claire is running as quickly as her legs can carry her. 

The 45th Parallel's hallways are not meant for running, and 
she finds herself stumbling over clutter. But if the 
Commodore can pull it off, can't she? 

Brian's voice crackles over the intercom. This would be so 
much easier if they all had personal communicators instead of 
ones built into the walls. 

BRIAN (V.O.) 

HOLD THE SHIP. 

SYLVESTER (V.O.) 

The thrusters are already— 

The hallway makes a turn, and so does she. 

BRIAN (V.O.) 

You goober, you mixed up the 
drives! Tell them to hold. Claire's 
on her way right this second. 

After studying the makeshift map, Claire knows the layout of 
the ship like the back of her hand. There's a split in the 
hallways, and she breaks for the left. 

SYLVESTER (V.O.) 

...I'm on it. She's not running, is 
she? 

BRIAN 

She is. 

SYLVESTER 

Greeaaat. Now she's going to pass 
out on me. 

Claire is running out of steam very quickly, but the end is 
in sight. Tears welling in her eyes, she dashes straight 
into... 


INT. 45TH NORTH DOCK 

The North dock is set up exactly like the South dock, with 
the one exception being that there's a Human craft aboard. 
The other three are waiting, watching Claire gasp and 
sputter. 
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She takes a few steps towards the Commodore, places the USB 
in his hands, and then her legs give out underneath her. That 
simple run was WAY too taxing for her liking. 

SYLVESTER 

Breathe. 

(looks at USB) 

I DID mix up the USB's. Wow. That 
would have been bad. 

CLAIRE 

You... I've... 

SYLVESTER 

C'mon. Deep breaths. You're going 
to need to work a little harder to- 


CLAIRE 

Acclimate? 

Sucking in a deep breath, Claire stands, looking the 
Commodore straight in the eye. She's a little dizzy, and her 
eyesight fuzzes temporarily, but she can definitely tell that 
Cedar is smiling in the background while he's unpacking 
boxes. 


CLAIRE (CONT'D) 

I'm getting used to it, yeah. Do 
you need me to run the other one—? 

SYLVESTER 

No need. I sent Kai over. Told her 
to walk. You saved me a lot of pain 
and misery. You know that, right? 

CLAIRE 

It was really nothing... 

SYLVESTER 

It was. I keep the oxygen levels a 
bit lower than what you're used to. 
You basically just sprinted on a 
mountain in Colorado. 

CLAIRE 

(still breathy) 

...Colorado SUCKS. 


The Commodore laughs. 
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INT. 45TH PARALLEL DINING HALL— A FEW HOURS LATER 

Claire has regained her strength fully, and has invaded the 
breakroom kitchen cabinets. She's alone, in a black UNITARD, 
and she's taken to ripping open the bags of leftover 
marshmallows and taping them to her body in various places. 

Commodore Sylvester enters, humming a tune. His little ditty 
dies when he sees Claire. 

SYLVESTER 
What are you... why? 

CLAIRE 

Oh, hey Commodore. I'm making a 
mocap suit. 

SYLVESTER 

I don't think it's going to work. 

(beat) 

Passive systems are 

retroreflective. Marshmallows don't 
shine light back directly back at 
their source. 

Sylvester grabs a marshmallow, squishing it in between his 
fingers. He tosses it in his mouth, eating it whole. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

Wow, these are stale. 

CLAIRE 

Well, yes, but! Mallows reflect 
well enough in blacklight. And you 
know how I've been changing all the 
lights on the ship? I installed 
some blacklight ones. I asked Cedar 
to add some mocap software to the 
security cameras aboard so to them 
I look like you! 

SYLVESTER 
Okay, but. Why? 

CLAIRE 

I asked all the other crew members, 
and combined with their knowledge 
and mine, we think that the secret 
editing room in one of the off- 
limits hallways. So. Mocap suit and 
special software so I don't trip 
any alarms. 
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SYLVESTER 

Could I talk to you? Privately? 


INT. 45TH PARALLEL HALLWAYS 

Claire has led the Commodore to a specific hallway-- one with 
a panel similar to the fabrication one with a HAND SCANNER. 

It looks like its main purpose is to open a nearby, obvious 
door. 


SYLVESTER 

So you know it's here, huh. 

CLAIRE 

Well, I think it's here? According 
to Brian's vent mishap and stories 
from the others. 

SYLVESTER 

Oh, that wasn't a question. It's 
definitely here and you know it. 

There's a hand scanner here. Try it 
out? 

CLAIRE 

I thought it would only be 
programmed for you? 

SYLVESTER 

And didn't Kai say something the 
other day about the hand scanner 
not working for you? 

Something about this irks Claire. Hesitantly, she raises a 
hand to the scanner, which flashes green. Pistons whir and 
gears turn. A door-sized panel in the wall recesses itself, 
opening up a path unexplored by the new recruit. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

Why don't we go in? 


INT. 45TH PARALLEL EDITING ROOM. 

The secret editing room is massive. 

This is in part due to the fact that the Commodore has built 
an entire movie theater within the secret room. There's rows 
and rows of empty theater seats facing a huge screen. To one 
side, there's a fairly nice computer setup with multiple 
screens. To the other, there's a bed, with some laundry piled 
on top of it. 



This is where the Commodore lives and has lived, Claire 
realizes. The super secret editing room is his sanctum. 

This feels wrong. 


SYLVESTER 
Well? You found it! 

CLAIRE 

(upset) 

I found nothing. You plotted this 
all out as some sort of messed up 
game to see if I was good enough. 

SYLVESTER 

I mean, that's what a test is-- 
CLAIRE 

I didn't do any of this! Kai was 
the one who told me the map was 
wrong. Brian straight up gave away 
the location by talking about the 
vents. 

Claire looks up. There's a hole in the ceiling where Brian 
crashed through. 

CLAIRE (CONT'D) 

You purposely broke the scanner. 

You purposely made me do newspapers 
so I'd get fed up and start 
looking... 


SYLVESTER 

Claire. 

CLAIRE 

...you purposely swapped the flash 
drives so I'd have to run in an 
oxygen-deprived ship. 

SYLVESTER 
(shouts) 

CLAIRE. 


CLAIRE 

You wanted to see if I could push 
myself to do it. 

SYLVESTER 

THE DRIVES WERE AN ACCIDENT. 

The loudness of Sylvester's voice breaks through to Claire, 
and she goes quiet. 
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She's mesmerized by Sylvester's shifting stripes, the way 
they flash different colors when he gets angry. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

The drives were an accident. The 
rest of it set up, yeah. But I 
messed up the drives. I don't take 
chances like that. You know what 
they'd do to me if they got ahold 
of hours of unedited, gory, 
miserable footage and saw humanity 
for what it is? What they'd do to 
The 45th? 

Sylvester struggles to calm himself down. He takes a seat in 
one of the theater chairs, hanging his head in his hands. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

I slipped, today. I've been doing 
it more often, and I don't know 
why. And I am so, so scared of 
slipping. 

Claire doesn't know what they'd do to the 45th. She takes a 
seat next to him, looking for the right words to say. 

It takes her a moment, but she does. 

CLAIRE 

Brian told me you weren't looking 
for someone to edit film. He said 
you were looking for someone to 
train up to be a leader. 

SYLVESTER 

An assistant leader at this point, 
but yes. I need a right hand human, 
and I'd like you to be it. 

CLAIRE 

Well, I'm interested in the 
position. Interview me. 

Commodore Sylvester pulls himself from his position to take a 
good, hard look at Claire. 

SYLVESTER 

What I want you to do is ask me 
more questions. Less about the 
lights, more about the people under 
them. 



CLAIRE 

I can do that. 

(beat) 

Why has everyone been leaving 
lately? 


SYLVESTER 

Some of the people I hire get fired 
or quit for obvious reasons. They 
do something particularly dumb. 

They try and steal cash, plagiarize 
their work. Other times they work 
hard for a year or so and then find 
a job closer to home. I always 
write those ones nice letters of 
recommendation. Others... Sometimes 
I push too hard, and they don't get 
used to anything... 

CLAIRE 

Cedar was telling me that I was 
adapting quickly. 

SYLVESTER 

You are. Hell, you're in a suit 
that has marshmallows attached 
everywhere. 

Claire looks down at her outfit. She pulls one off and chews. 
The Commodore is right; they are stale. 

SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

You're wearing a brand of chaos 
that only the 45th can produce. 

After, what, a few days? You fit 
right in. 


CLAIRE 

Brian said that if I were to take 
the job, I'd be here forever. 

SYLVESTER 

Not forever, but you'd be here a 
while. 


CLAIRE 

How long have you been doing this? 

SYLVESTER 

...a while. But this-- 

Sylvester motions around, to his living quarters, to his 
editing computer, to the theater. It feels a lot smaller now 
that they've spent some time in the room. 
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SYLVESTER (CONT'D) 

This is home. It's not like I could 
fit back into Earth or past the 
wormhole at this point. I sit here, 
and I watch movies alone, and I 
edit them, alone. I'm okay with the 
fact that I'm here forever. But I 
don't want others to be. 

CLAIRE 

So you push people away. 

SYLVESTER 

Yes. 

CLAIRE 

One last question for you, then. 
SYLVESTER 

Shoot. 

CLAIRE 

If you truly, actually wanted to do 
this alone, then why does this 
movie theater have more than one 
seat? 



